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The ARGUMENT. 


ICHOLAS a Scholar of Oxford, practiſeth 

with ALISON the Carpenter's Wife of 
Oſney, to deceive her Husband, but in the end is 
rewarded accordingly. 
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iron in Oord, an old Chyf did dwell, 
| Je: A Carpenter by Trade, as Stories tell. 
SASH Who by his Craft had heap'd up many 


(a hoard, 


And furniſh d Strangers both with Bed and Board. 
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2 The Miller's TALE. 

With him a Scholar lodg'd, of flender means, 
But notable for Sciences and Senſe. 8 
Yet, tho he took Degrees in Arts, his Mind 
Was moltly to Aſtrology inclin d. 

A Lad in Divination $killd and ſhrewd, 

Who by Interrogations could conclude, 

If Men ſhould ask him at what certain Hours 


The droughty Earth would gape for cooling 
(Show'rs, 


When it ſhould Rain, or Snow, what ſhould befall 
Of Fifty Things; I cannot reckon all. 


This learned Clerk had got a mighty Fame 
For Modeſty, and Nicnor as his Name. 
Subtle he was, well taught in Curip's Trade, 
But ſeem'd as Meek, and Baſhful as a Maid. 

A Chamber in this Hoſtelry he kept, 
Alone he ſtudy'd, and alone he ſlept. 


With 
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With ſweet and fragrant Herbs the Room was 
( dr elt, 


But He was ten times ſweeter than the belt. 

His Books of various ſize, or great, or ſmall, 
His Augrim Stones to caſt accounts withal ; 

His Aſtrolabe and Almagiſt * apart, 

With Twenty more hard Names of cunning Art; 
On ſeveral Shelves were couched nigh his Bed, 
And the Preſs cover'd with a folding Red. 

Above an Inſtrument of Muſic lay, 

On which ſweet melody he us'd to play; 

So wond'rous ſweet, that all the Chamber rung, 


And Angelus ad Virginem + he ſung, 


Then would he Chaunt in good King DAvip's 


(Note, 
Full often bleſſed was his merry Throat. 


7 


*The Name of a Book of Aſtronomy, written by Ptolemy. 
+ The Angels Sa lutation to the Virgin Mary. 
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And thus the Clerk in Books and Muſic ſpent 
His Time, and Exhibitions yearly rent. 


This Carpenter had a new married Wife, 
Lov d as his Eyes, and dearer than his Life. 
The buxom Laſs had twice Nine Summers ſeen, 
And her brisk Blood ran high in ev'ry vein. 
The Dotard, jealous of ſo ripe an Age, | 
Watch'd her, and lock d her, like a Bird in Cage. 
For ſhe was Wild, and in her lovely Prime; 
But He poor Man! walk'd down the Hil of Time. 
He knew the Temper of a Youthful Spouſe, 
And oft was ſeen ts rub his aking Brows, 
He knew his own weak ſide, and dreamt in Bed 
She had, or would, be planting on his Head. 
He knew not CA ro, for his Wit was rude; 
That Men ſhould Wed with their ſimilitude. 
Like ſhould with Like in Love and Years ingage, 
Jouth can never be a Rhyme to Age. N 
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Hence Jealouſies create a Nuptial War, 77 
And the warm Seaſons with the frigid Jars > 
But when the Trap's once down, he muſt endurg 
His Fate, and Patience is the only Cure, wp 
Perhaps his Father anda hundred more 
Of honeſt Chriſtians, were thus ſery'd before: 
Fair was Nac charming Conſort, and withall 
Slender. her Waſte, and like a Meaſel's ca: 

She had a Girdle barred all with Silks, 1 
And a clean Apron, White as Morrow Mix. 
White was her Smock, embroider'd all before 157 
Which on her Loins in many Plaits ſhe wore. - 
Broad was her ſilken Fillet, ſet full high, 
And oft ſhe twinkled with a Liquoriſh Eye — 
Her Brbws were arched like a beaded Bom, 


Like Marble ſmooth, and blacker than a S/oe, 
She ſofter far than Wool, or fleecy Snom. 


Were 
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Were you to ſearch the Univerſal round, 


So gay a Wench was never to be found, 


With greater brightneſs did her Colour ſhine, - - 
Than a new Noble of the freſheſt Coin. Was 
Shrill was her Song, and loud her piercing Note, Wh 
No Swallow on a Barn had ſuch a Throat. Bega 
To this ſhe skipp'd and caper'd, like a Lamb, (gor 


Or Rid, or Calf, when they purſue their Dam. 
Sweet as Methegliz was her Honey Lip, 

Or hoard of Apples which in Hay are kept. 
Wincing ſhe was, as is a jolly Colt, 5 


Long as a Maſt, and upright as a Bolt: 


Above her Ancles laced was her Shoe, 
She was a Primroſe, and a Pigſuye too. 
And fit to lig by any Chriſtian's ſide, 
Or a Lord's Miſtreſs, or a Yeoman's Bride. i The 


The Miller's TALE. „ 


Now, Sir, what think you, how the Caſe befell? 
This NichorAs, (for I the Truth will tell; 
Was a mere Wag, and on a certain Day, 
ote, hen the Good Man, the Husband, was away, 
Izhegan to ſport and wanton with his Dame, 


For Clerks are ſly, and very full of Game) 


\nd privily he caught her by That ſame. 


My Lemman * Dear (quoth he) I'm all on fire, 
\nd periſh, if you grant not my deſire. 
He claſpt her round, and held her faſt, and ery'd 


O let me, let me— never be deny'd. 


t this ſhe wreath'd her Head and ſprung aloof, 
ike a young frisking Colt, whoſe tender hoof 
ere felt the Farrier's hand, and never knew 


he Virgin Burden of an Iron Shoe. 


* Miſtrefs. 
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Were you to ſearch the Univerſal round, 


So gay a Wench was never to be found, © N. 
With greater brightneſs did her Colour ſhine, 
Than a new Noble of the freſheſt Coin. 

Shrill was her Song, and loud her piercing Note, 
No Swallow on a Barn had ſuch a Throat. 

To this ſhe skipp'd and caper'd, like a Lb, 
Or Rid, or Calf, when they purſue their Dam. 


Sweet as Methegliz was her Honey Lip, 
Or hoard of Apples which in Hay are kept. 


Wincing ſhe was, as is a jolly Colt, 


Long as a Maſt, and upright as a Bolt: let 
Above her Ancles laced was her. Shoe, t th 
She was a Primroſe, and a Pigſnye too. * 
And fit to lig by any Chriſtian's ſide, To 


Or a Lord's Miſtreſs, or a Yeoman's Bride. The \ 


The Miller's TALE. 


Now, Sir, what think you, how the Caſe befell ? 
This Nicholls, (for I the Truth will tell;) 
Was a mere Wag, and on a certain Day, 
When the Good Man, the Husband, was away, 


Began to ſport and wanton with his Dame, 


ote, 


For Clerks are fly, and very full of Game) 


nd privily he caught her by That ſame. 
y Lemman * Dear (quoth he) I'm all on fire, 

nd periſh, if you grant not my deſire. 

e claſpt her round, and held her faſt, and ery'd | 
let me, let me— never be deny'd: 


t this ſhe wreath'd her Head and ſprung aloof, 


ike a young frisking Colt, whole tender hoof 


ere felt the Farrier's hand, and never knew 


The Virgin Burden of an Iron Shoe. 
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Fye NicyoLas, away your hands, quoth the, 


Is this your breeding, and Civility ? 


Foh ! Idle Sot! what means th* unmanner'd 
(Clown 


To teize me thus, and tols me up and down ! 


I vow Fll tell, and bawl it o'er the Town: 


 Yeure rude, and will you not be anſwer d, No 


I will not kiſs you--prithee, let me go. 


thc wn 


Here N1cyoLas, a young, deſigning Knave 3 


Began to weep, and cant, and Pardon crave. 


So fair he ſpoke, and importun'd ſo faſt, 


This ſeeming modeſt Spouſe conſents at laſt. 
By Good St. ThouAS * ſwore, her uſual Oath, . 
That ſhe would meet his Love-- tho' mighty loath, 


© It you, ſaid ſhe, convenient leiſure wait; 


*( You know my Husband has a jealous Pate. 


* St. Thomas Becker, 


wo * 
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„ will requite you; for if once the Beaſt 
should chance to find us out, and ſmell the Jeſt, } 


I muſt be a Dead Woman at the leaſt, 


Let that, quoth Nichol As, nere vex your head 
He mult be a meer learned Aſs indeed, 
And very fooliſhly beſets his Wile, 
Who cannot a dull Carpenter beguile. 
And thus they were accorded, thus they ſwore 


To wait the Time, as I have ſaid before, 

And now, when N:icnorLas had wore away 

The pleaſant time, in harmleſs Amorous play. 
To his melodious Pſaitery he flew, 

Play'd Tunes of Love,by which his Paſſion grew, 
Then printed on her Lips a dear Adieu. : 
It happen'd thus, I cannot rightly tell, 

If it on Eaſter or on Whitſoz: fell; 

That on a Holyday, this modeſt Dame 

To Church, with other honeſt Neighbours came: 


C | Ta 
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In a good Fit to hear the Parſon preach 


10 


What the Divine Apoſtles us'd to teach. 


Bright was her Forchead, and no Summer's Day 


Shone half fo clear, fo tempting, and ſo gay. 


Now to this Pariſh did a C/erk belong, 
Who many a time had rais*d a Holy Song. 


His Name was AzSALON, a lilly Man, 


Who curl'd hisHair, which ſtrutted like a Fan. 


And from his jolly, pert, and empty head 

In Golden Ringlets on his Shoulders ſpread. 
His face was Red, his Eyes as Grey as Gooſe, 
With St. Pauls windows figur'd on his Shoes. 
Full properly he walk'd in Scarlet Hoſe, 

But light, and Silver colour'd were his Cloths, 


And Surplice white as bloſſoms on the Roſe. 


Thick Poynts and Taſſels did the Coxcomb pleaſe, 


And fetouſly they dangled on his knees. 


He 


7 


Jay 


2 


aſe 


To give the Devil his due, he had an Art 
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He could let Blood, and ſhave your Beard or Head, 


But a mere Barber Surgeon by his Trade. 

Nay, he could Write and Read, and that is more, 
Than Twenty Pariſh Clerks could do before. | 
Nay,he could write a Bond,and learnt from France, 

In Thirty motions how to Trip, and Dance. | 
Could frisk and toſs his twirling Legs in Air, 

Nice were his Feet, and trod it to a Hair, 
Songs would he Play, and not to hide his Wit 

Would ſqueak a Treble to his ſquawling Mit; 


His Dreſs was finical, his Muſic queer, 


And pleas'd a Tapſter's Eyes or Drawer's Ear. 


No Tavern, Brew-houſe, Ale-houſe in the Town 


Was to the gentle AzsALox unknown : 
But he was very careful of his Wind, 


And never let it ſally out behind; 


By civil Speech to win a Lady's Heart. 


6 2 This 
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This Ass AL ON, fo jolly, ſpruce and gay, 
Went with the Cenſer on the Sabbath Day. 
He ſwung the Incenſe Pot with Comly Grace, 
But chiefly would he Fume a Pretty Face. 

His wanton Eye, which every where he caft, 
Dwelt on the Carpenter's fine Dame at laſt. 

So iweet and proper was his lovely Wife 
That he could freely gaze away his Life. 
Were he a Cat, this pretty Moſe would fecl 


Too ſoon his Talons, a delicious Mea}. 


And now had Cue1p ſhot a piercing Dart, 
As wet the Feathers in his wounded Heart. 
No offering of the handſom Wives he took, 
He wanted nothing but a {miling look, 

The Pariſh Fees refus'd, and ſaid, the Light 


Of the fair Moon ſhines br ighteſt in the Night. | 


„ 
* 
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500 as the Cock had bid the Morning riſe, 
The ſmitten Lover to his Fiddle 1 

A hideous Noiſe his fqueaking Trillos make 
And all the drowſy Neighbourhood awake. 
At the lov'd Houle ſomeAmorous Tunes he play'd, 
And thus with gentle Voice he ſung, or ſaid. 
Now, dear Lady, if thy Will be, 

I pray you that you will pity me. 

And Tweaty ſuch complaining Notes he ſung, 
Alike the Muſic of his Kit, and Tongue. 

At this the ſtaring Carpenter awoke, 

And thus his Wife, fair ALtsox, beſpoke. 

Art Thou aſleep, or art Thou deaf. my Dear ? 
And cannot ABSsALON at window hear ? 
How with his Serenade he charms us all, 
Chanting melodiouſly beneath our Wall ? 

Yes, yes, I hear him, ArisoxN reply'd, 

Too well, God wot; and then ſhe turn aſide. 
A Thus 
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Thus went Affairs, till Azsaron alaſs! 

Was a loſt Creature, a mere whining Aſs. 

All Night he wakes, and ſighs, and wears awayh, 
On his broad Locks and Drels, the live-long Day.. 
To ſuch a height his Coating fondneſs grew 
To kiſs the ground, and wipe her very. Shoe. 
Where're ſhe went, he like a Slave purſu'd 
With ſpiced Ale, and ſweet Metheglin woo'd. 
All Dainties he could rap and rend, he got, 
And ſent her Tarts and Cuſtards piping hot. 
He ſpar'd no Coſt for an expenſive Treat, 
Of Mead and Cyaer, and all ſorts of Meat. 


\nd 
For 


Throbbing he ſings with his lamenting Throat, * 


A d 
or « 


he 


And rivals Philomela's mournful Note. 
With Rigour ſome, and ſome with gentle Arts 
Have found a paſſage to Young Ladies Hearts: 


Some Wealth has won, and ſome have had the Lot 


And 


To fall inamour'd of a Treating Sot. 
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Sometimes he Sceramonched it on high 


Wayfand Harlequin'd it with Activity. 


— 3ctrays the lightneſs of his Empty Head, 


und how he could cut Capers in a Bed. 


Zut neither this nor that the Damſel move, 


a The Pariſh Clerk has nothing met but Scorn, 

And may go Fiddle now, or blow his Horn. 
hus gentle ABSALON is made her Ape, 

\nd all his Paſſion turn'd into a Jape. 
For NICHOLAS is always in her Eye: 

cars rue, ſays the Proverb, that the Nigh are Sly. 
A diſtant Love may diſappointment find, 

Te or out of Sight is ever out of Mind. 

'S; 


he Scholar was at hand, as I have told, 


Lot And gave the Pariſh Clerk the Dog to hold. 


me- 


N wx * wn 
1 Y | 


or NicyoLAs has ſwept the Stakes of Love. 
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Now N1cnoLas thy craft and cunning try, 55 
That AssALON may De Profundis cry. Rel 
Am 
Now when this Carpenter was call d away Per 
To Work at O/uey, on a certain day; My 
The ſubtle Scholar, and his wanton Spouſe An 
Were decently contriving for his Brows : But 


Agreed, that NicnoLas ſhould ſhape a wile, Faſ 
Her addle-pated Husband to beguile. | a 
And, if ſo be the game ſucceeded right, 
She then would keep within his Arms all Night, "TA 
For both were in this one Deſire concern'd, Bu 
Alike they Suffer'd, and alike they Burn'd. 
Strait a new Thought leapt croſs the Scholars head An 
Who at that inſtant to his Chamber fled. 
But to relieve his Thirſt and Hunger bore 


Of Meat and Liquor a ſubſtantial ſtore, 


And victuabd it for one long Day or more. 
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AL ck, ſhou'd your Husband ask for Us (quoth he) | 
Reply in ſcorn, what's NicholAs to me? 
Am I his Keeper? help your filly Head! 
ay Perhaps the Man is Mad, aſleep, or dead. 
My Maid indeed has thump'd this hour or more, 
And knock d, as if ſhe'd thunder down the Door. 
But He, a moaping Drone, no Anſwer gave, 


; Faſt as a Church, and filent as the Grave, 


Thus did one Saturday entire conſume, 
Since Nicuoeras had lock d him in his Room. 
igt. Nor was he Idle for no Lent he kept, 
But cat, like other Men, and drank and ſlept. 
Did what he liſt, till the next Sun was new, 


head And went to reſt, as common Mortals do. 


This Carpenter was in a grievous pain 
Leſt NichoL As ſhould over work his Brain; 
By Study loſe his Reaſon or his Life — 
Well, by St. Tuomas, I don't like it, Wife. 
3 The 
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The World we live in is a tickliſh place, In \ 
And ſudden Death has often ſtopt our Race. The 
I ſaw a Corpſe, as to the Church it paſt, Anc 
And the poor Man at work but Monda) laſt. Litt 
Run, Dick, quoth he, run ſpeedily up Stairs, Thi 
Thump at the Door, and ſee how ſtand affairs. Into 
Up ſtrait he runs, like any Tempeft flies, Thi 
And knocks, and bawils, and like a Madman cries. Of ! 
Hoh! Maſter Nichols, what mean you thus Wh 
To ſlcep all Night and Day, and frighten Us? Jon! 
He might as well have whiftld to the Wind, Wel 
As from good Nichols an anſwer find. Tha 


At laſt he ſpy'd a hole; full low, and deep, 


Where uſually rhe Cat was wont to creep; Sche 
ere was diſcover d to his wondring ſight, hu 
Wh. 


The Scholar gazing with his Eyes upright, 


As it intent upon the Stars and Moon : 


And down runs He, to tell his Maſter ſoon, 


In 


s \* 
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In what array he ſaw this Studious Man: 


The Carpenter to croſs himſelf began. 


And cry'd, St. Fx1peswiLD, help us one and all. 


Little we know what fate ſhall us befall. 


This Man with his Aſtronomy is got 


Into ſome Frenzy, and ſtark Mad, God wot. 


This comes of poring on his cunning Books, 


cries. Of his Moon- ſnuffing, and Star-peeping Looks. 


us 


* Thales. 


Why ſhould a ſilly Earth-born Mortal pry 
On Heav'n, and ſearch the Secrets of the Sky? 
Well fare thoſe Men, who no more Learning need 


Than what's contain'd in the Lord's Prayer and 
(Creed, 


Pcholars ſufficient, if they can but Read | | 


hus far'd a Sage Philoſopher * of Old, 


Who walking our, as 'tis in Story told 


D 2 Was 
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Was ſo much with Aſtronomy bewitch'd, 
That his Star-gazing Clerk-ſhip was beditch'd. 
Ill Luck attends the Man, who looks too high, 
And can a Star, but not a Marlpit ſpy. 

But, by St. Tyomas, this ſhall never pals; 
Too well I love this gentle NIcHOLAs. 

Pl ferret him, unleſs the Devil's in it, 


From his brown fit of Study in a Minute. 


Rozin, let's try if that an Iron Pur 


And your ſtrong back can make this Scholar ſtir. 


Now Rozix was a Lad of brawn and bones, 
And by the haſp heav'd up the Door at once, 
Which in the Chamber ſell with dreadful ſound, 
As would a Man, like you or me, aſtound. 
But NichorAs, did nothing do but ſtare; 


And like a Statue gape upon the Air. 


This 


Bei 
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4 This Carpenter was in a piteous fear, 


zl, 


Becauſe he did not, or he would not hear. 

Thought ſome deep Melancholy had impair'd 

His Brain, and that of Mercy he deſpair'd, 

For which the Student in his Arms he took 

With might and main, and by the Shoulders ſhook. 

Cry'd, Nicholas, awake! what? not a Word? 

Look down, deſpair not- think upon the Logp ! 

Then the Night-Spell he mumbled to himſelf, 

- ſtir, | Bleſs Thee from Fiends, and every wicked Elf! 
He croſt the Threſhold, where a Devil might creep, 


> And each {mall Hole, thro* which an Imp might 

| C (peep- 
With ſolemn Pater Noſters bleſt the Door, _ 
And Ave Marys after and before. 
At this the Clerk ſent forth a heavy ſigh, 
With Tears, and woful tone began to cry 
And ſhall this World be loſt ſo ſoon? Ah! why? 


This | What 


* 
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What do I hear? the Carpenter reply'd, 

What ſay'ſt Thou, Nicn'Las ? ſure Thou art beſide 
Thy ſelf: Serve Gop, as we poor Lab'rers do, An 
And then no harm, nor danger will enſue. I v 
Ah! Friend, quoth Nic#oLas, you little think Tc 
What I can Tell ; but firſt let's have ſome Drink. 
Then, my dear Hoſt, Thou ſhalt in private learn 


Some certain things, which Thee and Me concern. be 
It ſhall no Mortal but your ſelf avail 125 
Then fetch a Mincheſter of mighty Ale. . 
And now when both had drank an equal ſhare, 0 
Cries N1CHOLAs, fit down, and draw your Chair. TY 
But firſt, ſweet Landlord, you mult take an Oath, 1 
To no Man living to betray the Troth. os 
For, truſt me, what I'm going to relate *. 
Is Revelation, and as ſure as Fate. * 
And if you tell, this Vengeance will enſue, 85 
No Hare in March, will be ſo Mad as Lou. 1 

) 


Nay, 
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Nay, quoth mine Hoſt, I am no Blab, not I, 
And hang me, if you catch me ina Lye. 


I would not tell, tho' 'twere to fave my Life, 
To Chick or Child, to Man, or Maid, or Wife, 


Nou, Joan, quoth NicHoLas, I will not hide 
What by my Art I have of late deſcry'd ; 

How, as I por'd upon fair CXNTHLA's Light, | 
Should fall, on Monda) next, at Quarter Night, 
A Rain, ſo ſudden and ſo long to boot, 

That Noan's Flood was but a Spoonful to't. 
This World within the Compaſs of an hour 
Shall all be drown d, ſo hideous is the ſhower, 
As will the Cattle, and Mankind devour. 

Cries then this cilly Man, Alas, my Wife! 

My boſom-comfort, and my better Life! 

And muſt She drown, and periſh with tlie reſt? 


My Arisox, the darling of my Breaſt ? 
8 At 
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At this well nigh he ſwoon'd, verwhelm'd with 

| „ 
Fetch d a deep ſigh, And is there no Relief; 


No Remedy, he cry'd, no ſuccour leſt? 


24 


Are we alas! of every Hope bereft ? 

No, by no means, quoth this deſigning Clerk, 
Be of good heart, and by Inſtruction Work. 
For it by NicyoLas you will be led, 

And build no Caſtles in your own wild Head, 
None fo ſecure : for $0L0MoN ſays true, 

Work all by Councel, and you cannot rue. 

If you'l be govern'd, and be rul'd by me, 

Pl undertake to fave Thy Wite and Thee. 

By my own Art againſt the Flood prevail, 
And make no ule of either Maſt or Sail. 


Have you not heard, how, when the World was 
( naught, 


Noan by Heavenly Iaſpiration taught 


rk, 


| was 


ught, 
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(Ay, ay, quoth Joan, I've in my Bible found 
That once upon a time the World was drowned.) 
Haſt thou not heard how Noan was concern'd | 
For his dear Wife, and how his Bowels yearn'd. 
Till he had built and furniſh'd out a Bark, 
And lodg'd her with her Children in the Ark, 
Now Expedition, 1s the Soul and Life 
Of Buſineſs; if you love your Self or Wiſe, | 
Run, Fly--- for in this Cafe it is a Crime | 
To loyter, or to loſe an Inch of Time. | 
For ALisoN, your ſelf, and me provide 
Three kneading Trouglis, to Sail upon the Tide. 
But take moſt ſpecial care, that they be large, 
In which a Man may ſwim, as in a Barge. 


Let them be victuall'd well, and fee you lay 


Sufficient ſtores againſt a rainy Day. 

Enough to ſerve You twenty hours, and more, 

For then the Flood will ſwage, and not before. 
E But 


VI. 
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But one thing let me whiſper in your Ear, 


The 
Let not thy ſturdy Servant Ronix hear, Ab 
Nor bonny GILLIANð know what I relate; Bre 
I muſt not utter the Decrees of Fate. Th 


Ask me not Reaſons why I cannot fave 

Your truſty Serving-Maid, and honeſt Knave. 1 

Suffice it thee; unleſs Thy Wits be mad, Inf 

To have as great a Grace, as Noan had. Th 
Vo you make haſte, and mind the grand Affair; Be 

To ſave your Wife ſhall be my proper care. Ir. 


But when theſe kneading Tubs are ready made GO. 
Which may ſecure us, when the Floods invade; Th 
See, that you hang them in the roof full high, Oe 
That none our Providential Plot deſcry. IhBut 
And when Thou haſt convey'd ſufficient ſtore Wt 
Ot Meats and Drink, as I have ſaid before, Thi 


And put a ſharpned Ax in every Boat, All 
To cut the Cord, and ſet us all afloat ; But 
In « 


Then 
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Then thro' the Gable of the Houſe, which lies 
Above the Stable, and the Garden ſpies, 
Break out a hole, ſo very large and wide, 


Thro? which our Tubs may Sail upon the Tide. 


ve. Then wilt thou ſo much Mirth and Pleaſure take 
In ſwimming, as the white Duck and the Drake. 
Then will I cry, Hoh! ATIs oN, and Jonx, 

fair ;þBe merry, for the Flood will paſs anon. 

Ihen wilt Thou anſwer, Maſter NicyorLay, 

8 5 Good morrow, for I ſce it is broad Day. 

ade; Then ſhall we reign, as Emperors for Life, 

n, Oer all the World, like Noa, and his Wife. 
But one thing I almoſt forgot to tell 

A Which now comes in my head, (and mark me well) 

That on that very Night we go aboard, 

All muſt be huſh'd, and whiſper not a word- 

But all the time employ our holy mind 


In earneſt Prayers; For thus has Heav'n injoyn'd. 
Oe E 2 You 


Then 
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You and your Wiſe muſt take a ſeparate place, 
Nor is there any Sin in ſuch a Caſe. 
To morrow Night, when Men are faſt aſleep, 
We to our Kneading Tubs will flyly creep. 
There will we ſit, each in his Ship apart, 
And wait the Deluge with a patient heart. 
Go now ; I have no longer time to ſpare 
In Sermoning, uſe Expeditious care. 
Your apprehenſion needs no more advice: 
One ſingle Word's ſufficient for the Wiſe. 
And none, Dear Landlord, can your Wit inform; 


Go, ſave our Lives from this impending ſtorm. 


Away hies Joann, with melancholy look, 
And ſigh'd, and groan'd, at every ſtep he took, And 
To Ar150N he does his fate deplore, He's 
And tells a Secret which ſhe knew before. And 
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zut yet ſhe trembl'd, like an A/piz leaf, 
ce, And ſeem'd to periſh with diſſembled grief. 
rying, Alas! What ſhall I do ?-- begone.— 
elp us to ſcape, or we are all undone: 
am thy true and very wedded Wife, | 
o, dezr, dear Spouſe, and help to ſave my Life. 


What ſtrong impreſſions does Affection give? 
By fancy Men have often ceas'd to live. 


owe're abſurd things in themſelves appear, 


Weak Minds are apt to credit, what they fear. 


rm; | This ſilly Carpenter is almoſt Wood, 
And thinks of nothing elſe, but Noan's Flood. 


Believes he ſecs it, and begins to quake, 


And all for Arisox, his Hony's fake. 
He's over-run with Sorrows and with fear, 


And ſends forth many a Groan, and manya Tear. 


3 
But 4 
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A Kneading Trough, a Tub, and * Kemeling Nov 
He gets by Stealth, and ſends them to his Inn. And 


He makes Three Ladders, whence he climbs aloof, 
And privately he hangs them in the Roo. IF 4 
But firſt he vitual'd them, both Trough, and Tub, ider 


With Bread and Cheſe, and Bottles fil d with Th 
(mighty Bub. 


Enough o' Conſcience to relieve their Faſt, A 
And be ſufficient for a Day's Repaſt. 


But e're this Preparation had been made, 
He ſent to LoN DON both his Man and Maid, 


On certain matters, which concern'd his Trade. 


And now came on the fatal Monday Night, * 
Barr'd are the Doors, out goes the Candle light. ** 
And when all things in readineſs were ſet, ſrould 


Theſe Three, their Ladders take, and up they get, 


* Brgwei's Veſſel. 
Now 
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Now Pater-Noſter, * clum, ſaid ALISON, + 
And clam, quoth NicroLas, and clum, quoth Joux. 
This Carpenter his Oriſons did ſay, | 

For Men in fear are very apt to pray. 

Silent he waited, when the Skies would pour 


This unaccountable, and diſmal Shower. 


And now at + Curfew time, dead Sleep began 
To fall upon this eaſy, ſimple Man. 
Wo, after ſo much care and buſineſs paſt, 


And fpent with fad concern, was quickly faſt, 


* A Note of Silence. 


+ Curfew, WILLIAM the Conqueror, in the firft Year ef his 
Reign, Commanded that in every Town and Village a Bell ſhould 
be rung every Night, at Eight of the Clock, and that all People 


ſhould then put out their Fire and Candle aud go to Bed. The 


Ringing of this Bell, was called Curfew, that is, Cover Fire. 


Soft 
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Soſt down the Ladder ſtole this Loving Pair, 
Good N ICHOLAS, and AL150N the Fair ; 

Then without ſpeaking to the Bed they creep 
Of Joan, poor Cuckold! who was faſt aſleep. 
There all the Night they revel, ſport, and toy, 
And act the merry Scene of Amorous Joy; 
Till that the Bell of Laads began to ſing, 

And the fat Fryars in the Chancel ſing. 


The Pariſh Clerk, this Amorous ABSALON) 
Who over Head and Ears in Love is gone, 
At Oſuey happen'd with a Jovial Crew 
To ſpend the Monday, as they us d to do; 
There pulls a certain Fryar by the Sleeve, 


With Pardon begg'd, and Father, By your leave 


When ſaw you Jonx the Carpenter, he cries, 
Laſt Saturday, the Cloifterer replies, 


Since when I have not ſeen him with theſe Eyes; 


Perhap 


The Miller's TALE. 33 


Perhaps Abroad he's playing faſt and looſe; 
Or fetching Timber for the Abbot's Ule, 
And lodges at the Graunge a Day or two, 


Or elſe at Home I know no more than you- 


This made Naz's boiling Blood with Pleaſure 
(ſtart, 
The News rejoyc'd the Cockles of his Heart. 
Now is my time, thinks he ; the Moon is bright, 
Nor care I, it I travel all the Night; 
For at his Door, ſince Day began to ſpring, 


I've ſeen, like him, no kind of Man or thing, 


It is reſolv'd ; to Artsox I'll go, 
When the firſt Morning Cock begins to crow; 
And to her Window privately repair, 

Then knock, and tell her my tormenting Care. 
Ill open all my Breaſt, and eaſe my Heart, 


For tis too much to bear Love's ſtinging Smart. 


F Some 


j 
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Some little Comfort ſure I ſhall not miſs, 


At leaſt ſhe'll grant the Favour of a Kiſs; 
My Mouth has itch'd all Day, from whence it ſeemy, 
That I ſhall kiſs : Beſides my pleaſant Dreams BA o 
Of Feaſts and Banquets, whence a Man may gucſſ rA 


That I may haply meet with ſome ſucceſs : hic 


For T 
PLS 
or? 


ame 


But for an Hour or two before I go, 


Ill firſt refreſh me with a Nap, or ſo. 


Now the firſt Cock had wak'd from his Repoſ, 
The jolly AzsaLox, and up he roſe, 
But firſt he dreſſes finical and gay, 
And looks like any Beau, at Church or Play, 


can 
( et f 


0 love 


And brisk as Bridegroom on a Wedding Day. 
| rom 


t yo 
y ( 


* 
f £20 


Nicely he combs the Ringlets of his Hair, 
And waſh'd with Roſe-water, looks freſh and fair 
Then with his Finger he her Window twang'd, 


Whiſper'd a gentle Tone, and thus harangu'd. | ol 


Hwee 


W 
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Sweet ALIsoR, my Hony. comb, my Dear, 


My Bird, my Cinamon, your Lover hear, 


feemB1,ake, and ſpeak one Word before I part, 
ms 


Put one kind Mord, the Balſam to my Heart, 
Sue ittte you think alas! the mighty Woe, 

Nich for the Love of Thee I undergo. 

For Thee I ſwelter, and for Thee 1 ſweat, 

ind mourn as Lamb-kins for the Mother's Teat. 


or falſe my Grief, nor does the Turtle Dove 


\epol; 


ameut more truly, or more truly love. 
cannot eat nor drink, and all for Thee —— 


(Pet from my Window, you Jach Fol, faid ſhe ; 


1). 


þ love another of a different Hew 

rom ſuch a filly Dunder-head s you. 
1 t you ſtand talking at that fooliſh Rate, 
My Chamber: pot ſpall be about your Pate. 
1 , gegone you empty Sot, and let me Sleep 
6 \t-this poor AB$ALoN began to weep, 


* F 2 | And 


— — ———— —ñͤ x — — 
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And his hard Fate with Sighs and Groans deplore, 


Was ever faithful Love thus ſerv'd before? 

Since then, my Sweet, what I deſire gin vain, 

Let me bat one ſmall Boon, 4à Kj(s, obtain. 

And will you then be gone, nor loyter here, 
Quoth Ar1ox ? Ay certainly, my Dear ! 

Make ready then — Now, NicnoLAs, lye ſtill, 


'Tis ſuch a Jeſt that you ſhall laugh you fill. 


Raviſh'd with Joy, Nas fell upon his Knees, 
The happieſt Man alive in all Degrees ; 
In Silent Raptures he began to cry, 
No Lord in Europe is ſo bleſt as J. 
I may expect more Favours; for a Riss 
Ts az aſſurance of a further Bliſz- 
The Window now unclaſp'd, with {lender- Voice, 


Cries AL15ON, be quick, and make no Noiſe ; 


I w 
For 


plore, 


tin, 


7 OICE) 
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1 would not for the World cur Neighbours hear, 
For they're made up of Jealouſy and Fear. 


Then ſilken Handkerchief from Pocket came, 
To wipe his Mouth full clean to kiſs the Dame. 
Dark was the Night, as any Cole or Pitch, | 
When at the Window fhe clapt out her Breech. 
The Pariſh Clerk ne're doubted what to do, 
But ask'd no Queſtions, and in haſt fell to. 
On her blind Side full ſavourly he preſt 
A loving Kiſs, &er he ſmelt out the Jeſt. 

A back he ſtarts, for he knew well enough, 


That Women's Lips are ſmooth, but theſe were 
(rough. 


What have T done, quoth he? and rav'd and ſtar'd, 
Ah me ! 1 de kiſt a Woman with a Beard. 


He curſt the Hour, and rail'd againſt the Stars, 


That he was born to kits my Lady's ———— 


Tebea 
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* Tehea, ſhe cry d, and clapt the Window cloſe, || An 
While AzsaLon with Grief and Anger goes All 
To meditate Revenge ; and to requite But 
The foul Aﬀront, he would not ſleep that Night. He 


And now with Duſt, with Sand, with Straw, In 


He ſcrubs and rubs the Kiſſes from his Lips. 


WI 
Oft would he ſay, «las! O baſeſt Evil! In 
Than met with this Diſgace ſo damn d uncivil, Hi 


I rather had went headlong to the Devil. 
To kiſs a Woman's 
But by my Soul Ill be aveng d by Mor. 


? oh ! it cant't be born 


Hot Love, the Proverb ſays, grows quickly cool, Of 
And AzSaLoN's no more an Am'rous Fool: Th 
For ſince his Purpoſe was ſo fouly croſt, Wh 

H. 


He gains his Quiet, tho his Love is loſt : 


a — —_ 


* A Note of Laughter. 


ſe, 


It. 


raw, 


hips, 


lod 
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And, cur'd of his Diſtemper, can defy 

All whining Coxcomb's with a ſcornful Eye: 
But for meer Anger, as he paſs'd the Streer, 
He wept, as does a School-boy, when he's beat. 
In a ſoft, doleful Pace at laſt he came 

To an old Vulcan, Jarvis was his Name; 


Who late and early at the Forge turmoyl'd, 


In hammering Iron Bars, and Plough-ſhares,toil'd. 


Hither repair'd, by One or Two a Clock, 


Poor Ass LON, and gave an eaſy knock. 


Who's there that knocks ſo late, Sir IAR Is cries ? 
of © is I, the penſive ABSALON replies, 

Open the Door. What AssALON, quoth He? 
The Pariſh Clerk. 4h / Benedicite. 
Where haſt thou been? ſome pretty Girl, I wot, 
Has led you out ſo late upon the trot. 


Some merry meeting on the Wenching ſcore, 


Jou know my Meaning, but I'll ſay no more. 


This 
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This ABsALOXN another Diſtaff drew, 


And had more Towe to ſpin than Jazvis knew: 


He minded not a Bear of all he ſaid, 

For other Things employ'd his careful Head, 
At laſt he Silence breaks, Dear Friend, he cries, 
Lend's that hot Pur, which in the Chimney lies; fk 


I have oucaſion fort, no Queſtions ask, Ah! 
To bring it back again (hall be my Tack. Tis 


\ ri 

With all my Heart, quoth Jazxvis, were it 
; 7 ' (GoldÞPy a 
Or ſplendid Nobles in a Purſe untold, Beſic 
by a 


With all my Heart, as I'm an honeſt Smith, 
I'll lend it Thee; but what wilt do therewith ? My . 


For that, quoth AssALox, nor care, nor ſorrow, She « 
it th 


Il give a good Account of it to Morrow. 
Now 


Then up the Culter in his Hand he caught, 
_ Tripp'd out with ſilent Pace, and wicked Thought 


Rec 
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Red-hot it was, as any burning coal, 


ith which to Jon the Carpenter's he ſtole. 
W: 
here firſt he cough'd, and as his uſual wont, 
Up to the Window came, and tapp d upon't. 


: Vho's there, quoth Arison ? ſome Midnight 
8 (Rook, 


» Pome Thief, I warrant, . with a hanging look. 
Ah! God forbid, quoth this diſſembling Elf, 
Tis AB$ALON, my Life! my better ſelf! 


rich Gold Ring I've to my Darling brought, 


ere it | 
"Gold JPY a known Graver exquiſitely wrought. 


zeſide, a Poſie, moſt divinely writ 


By a fam'd Poet, and notorious Wit. 
, 


ich? My Mother gave it me (tis wond'rous fine) 


row, dhe clapp'd it on my Finger, I on thine, 
If thou wilt deign the favour of a Kiſs —— 


Now NiCHoLas by chance roſe up to Piſs, 


ought 


Rec 


< 
_ I 2 


* Thinking 
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Thinking to better, and improve the jeſt, 
He ſhould ſalute his Breech, before the reſt. 
With eager haſte, and ſecret joy he went, 
And his Poſteriors out at Window ſent. 

Here Ans AEON, the Wag, with ſubrle Tone 
Whiſpers, my Love! my Soul! my Arison! 


Speak, my ſweet Bird, I know not where thou 
(alt— 


At this the Scholar let a rouzing Fart. 

Jo loud the Noile, as frightful was the ſtroke, 
As Thunder, when it ſplits the ſturdy Oak. 
The Clerk was ready, and with hcarty guſt 
The red hor Iron ia his Buttocks thruſt. 


like ſhrivePd Parchment, 
(flew, 


Streight off the Skin, 


His Breech as raw as Saint BARTHOLOMEW. 
The Culter had fo ſing'd his hinder part, 
He thought he ſhould have dy'd for very ſmart, 


In 


PX I ll. 


mart. 
In 
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In a mad fit about the room he ran, 


Help, Water, Water, for a dying Man. 


The Carpenter, as one beſides his W its, 
Starts at the dreadful found, and up he gets. 
The Name of Water rouz'd him from his ſleep, 
He rubb'd his Eye-lids, and began to peep. 
Alas! thought he, now comes the fatal hour, 
And from the Clouds does Noan's Deluge pour. 
Up then he ſits, and without more ado 
He takes his Ax, and ſmites the Cord in two. 


Down goes the Bread, and Ale, and Cheeſe, and 
(all 


And Jonx himſelf had a confounded fall. 
Dropp'd from the Roof upon the Floar, aſtun'd 


He lies, as Dead, and {wims upon dry Ground. 


G 2 Than 
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Then Nichols, to play the Counterfeit, An 
With ALisoN, cries Murder in the Street. He 
In came the Neighbours pouring, like the 
| (Tide, 
To kaow the reaſon why was Marder cry'd. 
There they beheld poor Joux, a gaſping Man, 
Shut were his Eyes, his Face was pale and wan. 
Batter'd his Sides, and broken was his Arm, 


But ſtand it out he muſt to his own harm. 


For when he aim'd to ſpeak in his defence, 


They bore him down, and baffl'd all his Senſe. 8 
They told the People that the Man was Wood, Fo 
And dream't of nothing elſe, but Noan's Hood. 1 

A 


His heated fancy of this Deluge rung 


That to the Root three kneading Fran he 
(hung. 


With 


it, 
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With which in danger he deſign'd to ſwim, 


And we, forſooth, mult carry on the whim: 


He begg d, and pray'd, and ſo We humour'd 
( him,” 


At hearing, this, the ſneering Neighbours gave 
An univerſal ſhout, and hideous Laugh. 
Now on the Roof, and now on Jokx they gape, 
And all his Earneſt turn into a jape. 
He ſwore againſt the Scholar and his Wife, 
And never look'd fo fooliſh in his Life. 
Whate're he ſpeaks, the People never mind, 
His Oaths are nothing, and his Words are Wind. 
Thus all conſent to ſcoff each ſerious Word, 


And Jokx remain'd a Cuckold on Record. 


Thus 


— . ² . nn — —— — 
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Thus Doors of Braſs, and Bars of Steel are vain, 1 
And watchful Jealouſie, and carking Pain 
Is fruitleſs all, when a good-natur'd Spouſe 
Deſigns Preferment for her Husband's Brows. 
Thus Ar.ison her Cuckold does defye, 
And AssALoN has kiſs'd her nether Eye; 
While Nichols is ſcalded in the Breech, 
My Tale is done, God fave us all, and each! 
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SUSANNAH and the Two ELPDERSõ, 


IN 


Imitation of CHAUCER. 


— 


By Mr. PRIOR. 


AJ R SUSAN did her Wikchode 
(Well maintaine, 
Algates aſſaulted ſoze by Teachers 
(twame: 
Now, an J reade aryghte that auncient 
(Song, 
The Paramouzs Were Olde, the Dame 
(was Pong. 


Had thilke lame Tale in other guiſe 
(bene tolde, 

Had they been Vong (pardie) and ſhe bene 
(Olde, 
Sweet Jeſu! that had bene much loꝛer 
 (Exyale 3 

Full Marvaillous, J wot, were ſuch | 
(Denyale ! | 

SU- | 


II 


SUSANNAH and the Two ELDERS, 


Attempted ia a 


MODERNSTILE. 


HE N Fair So5sANNAH in a cool retreat 


Of ſhady Arbours ſhun'd the Sultry heat. 


Two wanton Lechers to her Garden came, 


And, ruſhing furious, ſeiz d the trembling Dame. 


What Female Strength could do, lier Arms perform, 
And guarded well the Fort they ftrove to Storm. 
The Story's ancient, and, if rightly told, 


Young was the Lady, but the Lovers Old. 


Had the Reverſe been true, had Authors Sung, 
How that the Dame was 074, the Lovers Toung. 
If She had then the bloomiog Pair deny'd, 

Wich tempting Youth and Vigour on their ſide, 


Lord! How the Story would have ſhock'd my 
(Creed! 


For that had been a Miracle indeed. 


« [Earl ROBERT “'s 


MICE 


J WA Mice, full Blythe and Ami⸗ 
F (cable, 
. Patten belibe Carl ROMERT's Table. 
ies there ne Trap their Necks to catch, 
e old black Cat cheir Steps to watch. 
„ Their fill they eat ot Fowl and Fiſh ; 
5 Faſt like as Heart of Mouſe could will, 
As Gueſts fat J3vial at the Board, 
02th leap'd the ice: Ettloons the Zozd 
E BOLING, WhilomeJOHN the SAINT, 
ho maketh oft Pꝛopoſe full Quaint ; 
augh'd J3cund, and aloud he cry'd, 
ko MATTHEW ſeated on the other tide; 


Earl Nh. L0 


—— — OO ee 


Ell 
Fre 


c! 
A 


To thee lean Bard it doth pertain 
To underſtand thele E Twaink; 
Come frame us now ſome clean Device 
Oꝛ pleaſant Rhyme on vonder Mice. Ie 
They ſeem, God ſhield me, MAT. ani f n 
Bad as Sir Topaz * o2 Squire Quarle 
MATTHEW did fo2 the nonce Reply, 
At Emblem oꝛ Device am J. 7 
But could J Chant oz Ryyme pardie, } 
Cicar as Dan Chaucer, oz as Thee, 
Ne Uerle krom me, lo God me ſhribe, 
On Moule oꝛ any Braſt alive, 
Certes IJ have thele many Days, 
Sent mine Poetic Herd to gaze. 
Ne Armed Knight pdꝛed in Mar. 
TWith Lyon fierce will J compare, 
Ne judge unjuſt, With furred For; 
Haärming in Secret Guile the Flocks. 
Ne Dꝛieſt unwoꝛthy Godes Coat, 
To Swine ydrunk, oꝛ filthy Stoat. 


— 


* A fort of Ballad Rhymes 0 call'd "| ; 
CHAUCER. E 
Cl 


Elk Simile farewell foz aye, 
From Elephant J trow to Flea, 
vainzeply'd the kriendlike Peer, J weene 
wich aTTHEW is angred in the Spleen. 
e. ge ſo, quoth MATT. ne (hall be cre, 
auzzuth Tit that falleth all ſo far. 
LESEftſoons well weet ye mine Intent, 
Boweth to pour Commaundement. 
It by theſe Czeatures ye have ſren, 
Poꝛtrayed CHARLES and a 
been: 


arles, 


y, 


Die, 
„ Pehoveth neet to rack my Bzain, 

% The reit in Oꝛder to explain. 

That Cupboard where the Mice diſpozt, 
J liken to St. * STEPHEN's Court: 
Cherem is Space enough J trovv, 

'02 elke Comrade to come and goe. 

ad therein eke may both be fed, | 
Mith Shiver from the Wiraten B2ead. 
und whenas theſe Mine Epen lurvey, 
Lhey ceaſe to Skip, aud Squeak and 
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Return they may to different Cells, 
AUDITING One, Whilſt Corheir TELLS] 
Dear ROBERT, quoth the SAINT, wholi 
(Mind 
In Bounteous Decd no Mean can bind 
Now as J hope to grow devour, 
J deem tuts Matter well made out. 
Laugh J, whilſt thus J ſerious Pꝛap, 
Letthat ve done which MAT T. doth lay; 
Pea, quoth the EARL, but not to Day. 
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2 Publiſh 4, 
The Genuine Works of Monlieur Boileau, ma 
Engliſh from the laſt Paris Edition. By ſeveral Hand 
To which is prefix'd his Liſe, written to Joſeph Addiſ 
Eſq; by Mr. Deſmaireau. And ſome Account of th 
Tranſlation, by N. Rowe, Eſq; adorn 4 with Cut 
Two Volumes, 80, Price 122. he 
Mr. Rowe's Tranflation of Caiipedia or, the Art 
getting Beautiful Children, a Poem, in four Book 
2. An hoes to a Courtier under the feigned nan 
of Eudoxus. A Panegyrical Elegy on the: Death 
Gafſendus, the Celeb: ated Aſtronomer and Philoſophe 
All mace Engl.ſi from che Original Latin of Claudi 
Quilbet. To which 18 prefix d Mr. Bayle s Accoui 
ot his life, Adorn'd with a curious Frontilpiece, 5: 
Price 4 5. 
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